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SALTS and MANNA. 


A BURLESQUE ON 


Shepherds, E have loſt my Lone ! 


Same Tune. 


| Docr ORS, how do you approve 
' The treatment of my Anna? 
She fell ſick in yonder grove ; 
I gave her Salts and Manna. 
She was grip'd, and ſhe was purg d, 
Like any thing to ſee, ah | 
Then I gave her cordial fluff, 
To cure her diarrhœa |! 


Never will I taſte ye more, 

Naſty Salts and Manna! 

You have made my inſide ſore, 
Aud almoſt kill'd poor Anna! © 
Whither are my bowels flown ? 

DoQors, tell me whither ? 
Woe | alas ! I fear they're gone 

For ever, and for ever! 
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